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RETROSPECT

BUT one must not forget that after all
memory has another side, too often a rueful
side, and that it often seems to turn sour
and poisonous in the sharp decline of fading
life; and this ought not to be. I would
like to describe a little experience of my own
which came to me as a surprise, but showed
me clearly enough what memory can be and
what it rightly is, if it is to feed the spirit
at all.

Not very long ago I visited Lincoln,
where my father was Canon and Chancellor
from 1872 to 1877. I had only been there
once since then, and that was twenty-four
years ago. When we lived there I was a
small Eton boy, so that it was always holiday
time there, and a place which recalls nothing
but school holidays has perhaps an unfair